HOLIDAYS   IN   PERSIA
belonging to the Zil es Sultan, had been lent to us
for a month. The house was built practically on the
river, as our windows hung right over the water,
and the sound of its rushing torrent reminded us of
the lapping of the waves on the seashore in dear Old
England. There were some lovely woods near by,
to which we often used to take our tea, and pass the
time pleasantly paddling, bathing, and fishing in the
river. The following year we were at Kerman, and
went for our holidays to a lovely garden about nine
hours' ride from the city. Mahoon lies very high ; it
must be at least 6700 feet above sea-level. The
climate is beautiful, but the altitude proved too high
for me to enjoy it much. We had a very tiring ride
from Kerman; starting one day soon after noon we
rode for three or four hours, then had a refreshing
cup of tea under the shadow of a large spreading
tree. But we could not afford to linger, for we still
had a good half of our journey before us, so once
more we mounted our respective steeds, hoping to
reach our destination about nine o'clock, but alas for
our hopes ! Nine o'clock came and went, and still we
seemed no nearer; ten o'clock, and still no sign of our
village. It was now pitch dark, and we were all
very tired and hungry, and I was so dead beat that
I could hardly sit upright on my animal My
husband rode close by my side, to be in readiness in
case I should fall off in my^ sleep. To the oft-re-
peated question, " How much farther ?" the answer
always came, " Ensha'allah—only half-an-hour," Oh,
those half-hours, how wearisome they became! I
did so wish that they would say two hours or three
hours for a change, for the everlasting half-hour was
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